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because of the Spanish refugees, who had stolen the fruit off their
trees and had trampled on their crops, they were very much of the
Right. LiU'.r a friend of his came in, a Spaniard, who wasn't only a
late soldier of Catalonia hut had a lot to do with smuggling to and
from Spain. He, was a pessimist, too.
"If you had fifteen thousand francs 1 might find you a guide. But
not for less. The guide would take you to Barcelona." I told him
we had very little money left. We decided to adjourn till Monday.
The Spaniard would make inquiries. Pierre and Albert were waiting
for me in a cafe and, as it had hecn arranged before I went to the
old man, they took rooms in a hotel. It was a cheap, third-rate
hotel, the sort, of hotel the police were most likely to raid. I
inquired why Pierre's choice had fallen on that hotel. It was cheap,
ho said.
"It would l>e safer to spend a few francs more,"I said. Pierre was
stingy. Albert, and I had to fight for every sou we spent. Anyway,
he got his lesson a week later, and a thorough lesson that was.
Pierre was talking to the hotel-keeper when I came back from my
evening walk. He turned to me. 'The proprietor says he's very
interested in our case. He believes it's quite easy to cross into
Spain near------." I said how interesting, and beckoned to Pierre
to come into my room, 1 got hold of the lapel of his coat. That was
a habit I was fast acquiring.
"I'm going to beat the hell out of you," I said, "Didn't I tell you
to keep that stupid mouth of yours shut?" He said he wanted to do
his bit, that was why he made inquiries. "We'll either end up in
jail or I'll have to kill you."
So on Sunday morning I made them rise at seven and we were out
of the hotel at half-past. I had told the proprietor to wake us at nine.
Sunday and Monday morning passed placidly. The sky was of
Spanish blue and the little river rolled through the town, a delight
for sightseers. On Monday I saw die old man and the Spaniard
again. Me found a gipsy woman who for two thousand francs would
guide us the same night to the frontier. She would meet us at nine
near the octroi. That was all he could do for us. We gave him all
our money and he went to buy pesetas for us.
"I hope this won't be a repetition of your twenty pounds," Albert
said.
"Don't worry," 1 said.   The Spaniard was back in the afternoon
with the pesetas.
"Do you suppose your feet will stand it?" Pierre asked.
That was a question that predominated in my mind, too. For in